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Yea, and eastward thoti art free
To the portals of the sea,
And Pelion, the unharboured, is but minister to thce.

He hath opened wide his dwelling
To the stranger, though his ruth
For the dead was fresh and welling,
For the loved one of his youth,
*Tis the brave heart's cry :
"I will fail not, though I die ! "
Doth it win, with no man's telling,
Some high vision of the truth ?
We may marvel.    Yet I trust.
When man sceketh to be just

And to pity them that wander, God will raise him from
the dust.

[As the song ceases the doors arc thrown open ann
ADMKTUS comes before them: a great funeral
procession Is wen moving out.

ADMETUS.

Most gentle citizens, our dead is here
Made ready ; and these youths to hear the bier
Uplifted to the grave-mound and the urn.
Now, seeing she goes forth never to return,
Bid her your last farewell, as mourners may.

[The procession moves forward ptiit him.

LEADER.

Nay, lord ; thy father, walking old and grey ;
And followers bearing burial gifts and brave
Gauds, whicli men call the comfort of the grave.